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PUSHED OUT
In that Balkan war the correspondents were dealt with as harshly as
though they were spies. Censorship was iron in its severity. We were
treated with ignominy, and at last the Bulgarian High Command
decided to expel the lot of us, of all nationalities, thirty-three in number.
When this message reached me I said that nothing would budge me
except armed force. It was a rash saying. One night when Horace
Grant, Console and myself were about to have a miserable meal in our
farmhouse there was a heavy clump at the door by the butt end of a
rifle. Console, who had been dozing on one of the divans, sat up and
grabbed at a heavy Browning as the door was burst open and a police
officer entered with two soldiers carrying rifles with fixed bayonets.
The police officer spoke rapidly in Bulgarian. Then seeing that we did
not understand a word produced from his cap a document in French,
It was very brief and to the point, and ordered us to pack our baggage
and accompany the soldiers in a military wagon to the railway station,
where a train would be waiting to take us back to Stara Zagora.
The game was up. This was the last insult, and behind it were two
hairy men with long bayonets. We packed up our things, abandoned
our poor meal, and took our places in an open wagon covered only by a
canvas hood. The wagon lurched over the deep ruts, and we became
mixed up in a convoy of oxen dragging guns and supplies. As we drove
through the darkness lanterns gleamed on naked bayonets, on white
hoods and cloaks, on the faces of bearded men. Eyeballs flashed up at
us; thousands of eyes stared through the blackness into the depths of our
cart.
They were the eyes of a column of Servian soldiers marching on their
way to the front.
One of their officers called "Halt!", and we were surrounded by armed
men. He spoke to me in German and was surprised when I told him
that we were English correspondents sent away from Mustafa Pasha.
"Come with us!" he called out. "We'll show you some good fighting.
You will have plenty to write about.'*
I sometimes regret that I did not accept his offer but it would have
led to grave trouble with the Bulgarians.
We went on through the rain and the mud, and at last reached the
station where we found that the train for Stara Zagora, which ought to
have left ten hours before, had been shunted into a side line. Inside it,